
back »." »bjoction to

disproved, ¦. thou-]
women art; using
t nc of them, who
iaves by it. Manu-

It's only a

question of time
about your using Pearline. So it
seems to us. It seems as if every
bright woman must sec, sooner or

later, how much easier and quicker and
.^-^ better and more economical is
*^))Pearl:nc*G way than any

other known way of washing.
Von can't think of any draw-

it that hasn't been met and
sand times over, Millions ol
Pearline now. Ask some

uses it rightly, how much she
factured only by Jas. Pyle, N.Y.

LYNCHBURG, VA.
October 1,2,3 and 4

WILL SELL ROUND-TRIP TICKETS

AT ONE FARE
FROM ALL STATIONS,

T valeb will be added One Admission to Exposition Grounds.

TICKETS ON SALE
September 30th, October 1st, 2d, 3d and 4th,

Good to Return Until October 5th,

CiAL Trains Will Br Run October 2i> akd 3d, 1S95,
Between Radkord and Lynchburg.

7 00 a. m.

7 19 a m.

7 30 a. 111.

fi/eavH RADFoRD.
E AS »' RADFORD..
CHRISTI ANSBURG
MONTGOMERY ...

SUAWSVILLE. 7 39 a m.
ELI.H 1 ON. 7 !« a. m.
SALEM . S 03 a. m.
ROANuKE. 8 25 a. m.
VIN ION. S 38 ft. m.

BONSA K. S 39 a. tu.

G 55 a m. L^ave BLUE RIDGE. 8 49 a. m.
MONTVALE. 8 59 ft. m.
THAXTON. 9 13 a. m.
BEDFORD. 9 24 a. m.
LOWRY. 9 34 ft. m.
GOODE. 9 40 ft. m.
BELLEVUE. 9 42 ft. m.
FOREST. 9 53 a. m.

Arrive. LYNCQBL'RG.10 15 ft. m.

Returning, Train Leaves Lyncbburg 5 p. m., Arrive Radfbrd .S;30.

Riuni ami Trotting Races. Bicycle Baces. Baseball.
For Tickets and all other information call on nearestSt t uu Agent.

W. if. BtyiLl,
Gen. Passenger Agent.

M. F. B'UGG,
Trav. Pass. Agent.

WILÜ FLOWERS.

tVf:, beautiful blocisorns, pur«; um] sweet,
Agleam witJi dow from the country ways,7<< nn-, nt work In a city sir i.
You lirinn fair visions of 1\ gone days.tfij.nl days, when I liiil in a mir-t of emu
To watch spring'« delicate limls unfold.

i>s\<l all the riches 1 «-and t.. gh an
Were daisy silver and buttercup p lil.

Tin true you come of n lowlj m<
Norsed by the sunshine, fort Ivy the shower»,

And yet you art) heirs !.> n nameless gm«'«
Which i fail to find in my liotliou.se flower*.
Ad yon breathe on mo w ith your honeyed

llj)F.
Till Ui thought- I stand <¦¦.; the winrt sweptf<!llF,

Where the brown bees humo'or Hit ferny dipu,Or ring faint peals "ii the heather liells.
X close my ryt-s r>n tho crowded street,
1 Hhut my fHv< to thr> city's roar,

4\Km\ am out in the open with flying feet.
Off, off to your cmcrnlrt haunts once morel

Bnf the har*h wheels grate on I he stones be¬
low,

And a sparrow chirps at the murky pnne,/(.<! my bright dreams fnde In an overflow
Of passionate longing anil tender pain.

.E. Mathrwin in Chandlers' Journal.

A STATELY OLD MANSION.
The Home of Saruli Orne Jcwctt, the Nov¬

elist, at Berwick, Me.
I wonder if Micro is another such house

in New England as the Imme of Sarah
Orne Jewett, says a writer in tho Boston
Herald. I have Keen many stately man
fiions that go back to tho days before t h<-
Revolution . one in particular whore
General Gage was quartered in nl<l Dan-
ver.s, a town which is linked by witch
threads to Berwick, and t>ne with gain-
brel roof upon wliich a good dame and
hercronies climbed to boon! of nach of
huHbandly authority while, they drank
lea forbidden to patriots until the tax
was removed.hut I havo never seen a
living place at once *o modern ami so
reminiscent of 1730 <.r days younger
«tili. I» its great rooms filled with old
mahogany and warmed by huge tiled
^replaces it would bo easv toforael thai

tlio gnnflalows, with thoiv high peaked
{.nils like groat birds' wings, do not yetsail down the liver from tln> landing
wharves in fleets of tens sind twenties
to Portsmouth, with their loads of pino
plunks and boards to ho exchanged for
Ens) Indian ruin, lobuceo and molasses
or fur Knssian iron, dark or cordage, or
for such priceless old glass and silver
and china as came from unknown ports
and now poop ont wondoringly open
nineteenth contnry cushions and pic¬
tures and bric-a-brac, from their dcop-
80t enphonrds and shelves.

"I found these things here.'' Miss
Jowett says, "and I hopo to leave them
when I go into the unknown." If one
hud one's choice of ancestors, it would
bo impossible to pick out better than
those who chose t ho elaborate cornices,
all carved by hand with infinite pains,
and the high paneling of the parlors,
and the broad window sills, and the
flowered wall paper, still bright and
fresh, though of a pattern on which Ma¬
rio Antoinette might have set the anal
of her approval when she fitted up the
littlo Triauon.

Tawdry is derived from St. Audrey.In the early middle ages fairs were held
in France and England on St. Audrey'sday. and these annual gatherings he-
can,e uoted for the gaudy and worthless
jewelry sold at them.

If (he mind, that rules tlie body, ever
so far forgets itself as to trample on its
slave, the slave is never generous
enough to forgive the injury, but. will
rise and smite the oppressor.. Long¬fellow.

,

A witty Frenchman said, "Only death
is an excuse (>,v not keeping a dinnet
engagement, lind even then a polite man.
would send the undertaker, to apologizefor him,"

SUMMER SONG.

Bint; mo n souk of tho summer time.
Of tbo tiro in thu sorrel and ruby clover,Where tho gurruloua bobolinks lilt nntl chime.
Over uml over.

Bing mo n Koni» of the strawberry l>ent.
Of tho block cup hiding tho boup of Btonca,Of tho milkweed drowsy with sultry Hccut
Wboru tho boo drones.

>.;l>ii; mo n Hon« of tho spring head Btill,
Of tln> dirwy tern In the solitude.

Of tin- horiuit thrush and tho whippoorwillHaunting tin- wood.

Sin;; mo u Hontt of tho gloaming scythe,
ot tbo scent. <l bny In tho burled wuln.

Of tho mowers whistling bright und blithe
In tbo Ritnuy ruin.

Sir : mo n Bong of tho qotnea nnd tbo gngo,or tho nprieot l>y tho orohurd wull,
TThiTo bonds my love Armitage,
Onthoring tbo fruit of tho windfall.

Bl:iit 1110 i» Koni: of tho mstliiiK, slow
Sway of tbo wheat us the winds croon.

Of thn golden disk and tho dreaming glow
Of the linrvottt moon.
.Duncan Campbell Scott in Beribnor's.

A HOLIDAY TRAGEDY.
All ruy lifo 1 linvo boon.well, not

exactly n woman hater, but n firm be¬
liever in tho idea that man is tho lord of
creation, and that woman is not an ab¬
soluta necessity. For many years it was
my proud boast, that I was able to dis¬
pense with feminine aid and yet live a
very enjoyable life, as, with clockwork
regularity, 1 went from my bachelor
lodgings to business each morning, re¬

turning in tho afternoon and spendingtbo evening at the club or some place
of amusement. The idea of having a

lady companion in my rambles never
entered my head.

True, my landlady.good old soul.
prepared my meals and cleaned my
rooms, bnt that was because 1 bad not
time to do it myself, and a manservant
was beyond my means. But in all else I
dispensed with woman's aid. Boot
cleaning, sewing buttons nn, lighting
tho lire, etc., were all done with my
own bands.nay, at a pinch I have even
washed a pocket handkerchief.

I desired to stand forth as a living
example of the original Adam and a
proof of tho superfluity of tbo modern
Eve. But my misguided companions re¬
fused to profit, by my teachings Or to fol¬
low my example One by one- they fell
under female influence, one by one they
married, and then.I ent them dead.
Ah, me, those free bohemian days were

lumpy" ones, as year after year I pursued
my adopted course in spite of the con¬
tinual falling off of my comrades. Then
canioa time whoumy circle of acquaint¬
ances had decreased so considerably that
I began to feel lonely. Bachelor chums
were more difficult to find than ever.
To loneliness succeeded melancholy, and
I grew miserable and pessimistic.
One friend, to whom I laid bare my

woes, said:
"You keep to yourself too much.

What you ought to do is to lodge with
some family whore there aro two or
three grown up daughters. They would
wake you up a bit."

This, to nie, tho hitherto ideal advo¬
cate of an Evoless Eden! And yet,
after the advice had boon tendered BCV-
oral times, I began to think that such
a change might bo beneficial. Such a
course need not involve the rendering
up of my tenets; but, a.s woman still
formed a part of the world, she might
at least contribute to my amusement.
So, after very serious consideration, I
decided to seek fresh apartments, with
light society thrown in.
Now my troubles commenced. I

could not make the direct inquiry,
"Have you any grown up daughters."
So I generally viewed the rooms, listen¬
ing to the landlady's verbiage, settled
I he rent, and then casually asked,
"Have you any children?" and tho re¬
ply would be : "Yes, 'four,' 'live,' or
'six' "

(as the case might be): "the
eldest is 10 years old and the youngest
two mouths. But they are as good ns
gold and never make a bit of noise."
Tho numberless journeys I made and

(ho many desultory conversations I lis¬
tened to were nil to no purpose. No one
appeared to possess growp up daughters
.tho eldest was always 10. Just when
I was about to abandon my search, for¬
tune.orwas it fate?.led me to .Myrtle
Villa, Paradise gardens, Upper Oul-
wich. Tho door was opened by a vision
of loveliness', faultlessly dressed, mid
with bright blue eyes and golden hair.
"Newly marriod," thought I. "Well,
here at least tho oldest won't beten!"
She invited me ill, and then disap¬
peared, a middle aged lady entering
directly after. We proceeded (o discuss
terms. Then came tho inevitable in¬
quiry as to children.

"I have two grown np daughters, tho
younger of whom opened the door to
you."

At last! Need 1 say (hat, within a
week. I was installed in Myrtle Villa?
Tho landlady, a widow, was a genial,
homely woman, und the youngest
daughter, Annie, aged 25, I have al¬
ready described, but the other daughter,
Julia, did not impress me favorably.
She was neither good looking nor pleas¬
ing, and, without being exactly bad
tempered, always insisted upon having
her own way.

I now seemed to be m a new world.
My boots bore n brilliant luster each
morning without my aid, and my slip¬
pers were laid ready forme in the even¬
ing, nnd as for lending mo a needle and
cotton.the idea!.if 1 would Only leave
them outside, (hey would only bo too
happy.

I n<> longer needed (o seek relaxation
at (he club aller (he labors of the day.Julia played (he piano well, her only
accomplishment, while Annie sang di¬
vinely, and thus tho evenings passed all
too quickly. Male acquaintances theydid nos seem to possess. Yet, stay, there
was oiu.a Mr. Malcolm, whoso name I
frequently beard mentioned, but as his
calls were always made in the daytime.
I never saw him, I had rapidly passed
intothai condition of mind which raised
a feeling of jealousy on his account, so
one day I questioned ray landlady on!
tin1 subject.
"Oh, he's jt very old friend of ours.

Once we thought he would have pro-

posed to Julia, but nothing camo of it."
Bo time wont- pleasiuitly on, und thou

.how can I confess it?.my lifolotig
creed was thrown to the winds, my
proud ambition humbled in tho dust,
und I became n willing slave to the box
I had so long despised and ignored. My
only thought now was how ami in what
words I should beseech my darling An¬
nie to become my wife. Time al ter timo
1 was on tho point of spooking, but Julia
ulways turned up tit the critical mo¬
ment.
One evening Julia announced that n

week thence she had an engagement to
play at a concert. Then burst upon nie
a brilliant inspiration. I purchased two
stall tickets for the Lyceum fur that
name evening,and making pretense that
I had had them given tome I persuaded
Annie to promise to accompany me.
This time Julia would not be able to in¬
trude, and I should know my fate. In
two months' time I should betaking my
suuimor holiday, which would lit in just
nicely for the honeymoon.
On tho eventful day I hastened home¬

ward with a queer fluttering in my
heart and a flower spray for Annie in
my hat. Julia opened tho door, tutd
hardly permitted mo to enter before sho
informed me that Annie had been out
in tho hot sun and had been obliged to
go lo bed with a very bad sick head¬
ache. My fluttering heart, gave one huge
bound and then seemed to stand still.
However, to disguise my feelings, I
said:

"I am sorry, and you have to piny at
tho eoueort'r"

"No,"' she replied, "tho concert has
been postponed."
"Then may I beg the pleasure of your

company? I did not ask you before be¬
cause of tlie concert cugagomont. "

"Thanks! I shall enjov it immense¬
ly-"
What a miserable failure that even¬

ing proved to bo! I do not even know
what tho play was called. I was think¬
ing all the timo of my poor, sick dar¬
ling, and not of the acting or tho wom¬
an who sat by my side wearing tho
flower spray that, was meant for Annie.
The words wen« still unspoken when

my holidays arrived, and tearing my¬self away from the two sisters who
stood at the gate und waved their hand¬
kerchiefs as long as I remained in sight
it was with no feelings of joyful antici¬
pation that I betook myself to Hastings
for rest and recreation.

Rest! Where could I find it? Not
on tho parade fir pier amid hundreds
of couples promenading, as I had pic¬
tured Annie, and myself doing; not on
the beach, where tho Ethiopian musi¬
cians were eternally playing "Annio
Laurie." Sweet Annie Rooney," and
.'Annie, Dear, I'm Called Away." For
a whole week I wandered aimlesslyhither and thither. Then I could stand
it no longer. So I wrote a long letter
commencing "Darling.'7 and pouringout tho impassioned, pent up love that
comes but once in a man's lifetime, I
besought and besoeched her to take
pity upon mc ormy lifeless body should
surge in the billows that beat relent¬
lessly on the rocks of Beochy head.
When 1 had finished, I happened to

catch sight of a photograph which I had
purchased the previous day, represent¬
ing otie of the yachts preparing to start,
on her morning trip, with my own fig¬
ure in it prominent position in the bow.
"Ah." thought I. "I'll send that to
Julia. "

If it were possible. I had now less rest
than before, night or day, while wait¬
ing for the answer. Rising in tho $iorn-
ing with haggard looks and burning
brow, the other boarders would remark
that, the sea air did not seem to agreewith me. while under the mask of as¬
sumed indifference there raged within
me the fiercest volcano that ever burned
in the heart of man.
At last the reply came, and, bounding

up to tho privacy of my own room, with
trembling fingers I tore (men tho en¬
velope which hid from me.lifo or
death'

"Dearest. 1 nni yours forever. I can¬
not say your proposal was unexpected,
for I have Celt that you could mean
nothing less ever since that evening
when yon so openly expressed your pref¬
erence by taking me to tho theater".

What, whew, where! I looked at the
signature, "Julia." Oh, heavens, I saw
it all! I had placed them in the wrong
envelopes and sent the letter to Julia
and the photograph to Annie! Howl
raged ami finned and tore my hair, un¬
til at last, in sheer exhaustion, I sank
into a chair and endeavored to finish
reading the letter.

"Anniethanks you very much for the
photo, and she desires me to tell you
that yesterday Mr. Malcolm proposed to
her and was accepted. Wo will have
tho two weddings on the same day.
Won't that he nice, dear?"

Nice! This was the last straw. Nice
indeed for me to lie married to n wom¬
an I did not care for, and at tho same
time to see the one 1 loved given to an¬
other man. I cannot romomber what I
did for the next hour or two beyond
enrsing my foolishness and swearing I
wouldn't marry Julia. Then, when 1
became calmer, I saw an action for
breach of promise looming. I thought,
of all my h. ?d earned savings of years
being swept away by a sympathetic jury
to heal Julia's broken heart. There was
no escape for me. Sho had my letter,
which simply commenced "Darling,"
and as no name was mentioned in it
from beginning to end was it possible
that any body of intelligent, men could
be. brought to believe that I intended it
for Annie when I addressed the envel-
opo to Julia? No.no! I must gothrough
with it. I would marry Julio. Yes, and
I would teach her that man is tho lord
of creation, and that woman is but a
helpmate and not an equal, and so, in
my married life, triumphantly assert
those principles which I had held so
long.

« * * * * *

Julia married mo at the same time
anil place as Annie became Mrs. Mal¬
colm. 1 now spend my evenings endeav¬
oring to solve a difficult problem, und
that is, Why do they call WOniftU the I
Weaker si-x?.LoUvlOU Til Hits, J

Tak« a iniall quantity of Cottolrns and a litt la cream: warm In a fry*lag pan. Broak Qcgsiiiii it and atiruutll ah'jbtlycoukcd. Skits hot.
Use not more than two-thirds as much Cottolene as you would
butter and be sure that you do not overheat it before droppingin theeggs. This is always essential in cookingwith Cottolene.

i;c«uin» CottoUn* la sold «y.rjwLore In Huh with tradfl raarka-"f»l«'<n«"and *f««r'« h«ad in tollon-pUmt vrtath.uo avtry tin. Mad* only by
m TIIK N. K. fAIUDANK COMPANY, SI'. t()l IS nr.il CHICAGO.

A MAN OF RESOURCES.
This Dentist Was Willing to Accommo¬

date Ills l'atron.
Tho dentist didn't want to talk shop,

ho suit), hut ho thought tho story -worth
tolling, so bo told it. "Not long ago,"
ho said, "n western railroad president-
came to New York, and ono evening
WUH invited to dine with sumo of his
friends here. The dinner was it particu¬
larly jolly affair, and when the western
man reached his hotel he was in a mer¬
ry mood. It was his custom to place his
set of false teeth under the pillow every
night- just liefere going to lied, and ho
was certain ho had done so on this par¬
ticular evening. Nevertheless in the
morning ho was unable to Ibid them.
Searching high and low in tho room
was of no avail, and finally ho came to
me for a new set.
" 'How long will it take you to moke

them?1 he nsked. I told him four or fivo
days. 'Can't listen to anything like
that.' he replied. 'I'll give you triple
money to make them in 24 hours.' You
see peoplo from Chicago think that
money laughs at everything, even time.
"All my arguing with the old fellow

did no good, so I set to work on his
teeth. In the meantime, however, I told
my assistant to hasten around to the old
man's hotel and make a scientific search
of his room. The westerner insisted
tbnt he had drunk no more wine than
usual at the dinner, but I was satisfied
that he was deceiving himself. I had
not been long at the preliminary meas¬
urements when my assistant called 1110
out and handed mo the teeth. He had
found them in the pillowcase, where
the owner had put them instead of un¬
der the pillow.
"I returned the teeth and tho railroad

man was so overjoyed that ho did not
cancel tho order, but told mo to go
ahead with tho teeth. They might come
in handy some time, he said. He even
unbent so far as to admit that perhaps,after all, ho had drunk a glass of w ine
too much the night before, and when I
sent him my bill I received a check for
double tlie amount from him.".New
York Tribune,

THE BARBER'S REVENGE.
A Tale of n Talkative TmiKorlnl Artist

and Ills Gruff Customer.
As he threw himself back into tho

embrace of the cushioned chair of a
Union square barber shop ho scowled
fiercely at tho barber and buried his
face in the newspaper. But tho barber
didn't mind tho ugly opening. Ho
loaned over, garrotcd tho tousorial pa¬tient with tt towel and painted his face
with lather. When ho had flipflapped
a razor once or twice along tho strop he
began mildly:
"Nico day, sir."
"Oh, is it?" answered the other.
The b;irbcr looked startled, but he

tried again.
"Paper says we're going to have nice

weather now."
"Thanks," was the answer, "I know

how to read myself. "

At this rebuff tho barber kept si¬
lence. But he shaved against tho grain,
tweaked the other's nose und daubed
soap into tho corner of his mouth. Tho
gruff man swore softly, the barber
smiled, and as a final act of violence
grabbed the other by the top of the scalp
and twisted his head until the cervical
vertebra- creaked again.
"Say," cried the gruff man, "myhead ain't no roulette wheel. "

But still the barber shaved on in si¬
lence. He shaved and shaved, scraping
the skin so close that it showed ragged
under tho blade. Then, leaning over, ho
grabbed a handful of raw and tender
skin and rolled it between his fingers
until tho other groaned aloud. As the
tear drops stole down the scarified faco
tho barber administered the final taunt:
"Do you shave yourself, sir?"
"No," roared the gruff man, leaping

up ill tho chair, "I shave my grand¬
mother and sister's nieces."
Then he buried his face in the paperand the barber smiled and smiled and

smiled, whilo lio rubbed alum into the
sore spots on tho victim's chin

Water Wheels.
Tho point is made by a writer in one

of the mechanical journals that the
greatest obstacle now encountered in
tho successful operation of water wheels
is, from an economical aspect, tho too
often entire absence of engineering skill
in utilizing the power, and that monyn
water power would develop greater effi¬
ciency were it. properly controlled and
had the turbine been selected because of
its adaptability to the conditions and
been properly set. On their introduc¬
tion, he remarks, turbines wero used
singly, but now they are used either
singly or in sets of two or three or more,
as expedient, and ill batteries of sets;
by the use, too, of iron or steel pen-
Btocks and feed pipes the expense of in¬
stalling has been largely reduced and
far greater economy in the use of water
secured; the growing domnud for largo
units of power has also been satisfied,
so that whereas a few years back n 500
horsepower turbine was almost unheard
Of, tmlunes of 0,000 horsepQWOr are
uow employed.

X DELAYED BRIDE.
She Wouldn't II« Wedded Till the Condi¬

tions Were All Klght.
Tho company waited, but tbo brid«

wiis not ready. A bridesmaid was sent
to notify her that George Edward wai
in tho oriel room and tho band under
tho stairs waiting to strike up tho first
strains of tho wedding march.

"I don't care," she pouted as she
threw herself disconsolately on a divan,
to tho great danger of her veil: "I'm
not going to bo unlucky all my lifo if I
can help it. Dear, dear, why didn't I
remember it sooner."
"Remember what, dear?" inquired

tho perplexed bridesmaid.
"Why, that everything I have on is

new. 1 did remember that if
"Married in white,
You have cliosen all rieht,

but I forgot the other:
"Something old und something new,
Or your choice you'll surely rue.

Every stitch I have on is new, and I
ju-st will not stir a step until I have
something old added to my dress."
"Take my handkerchief,*' suggested

ono of the girls.
"What could I do with it?" whined

tbo poor thing. "Brides don't have
pockots; uoither do they curry handker¬
chiefs in their hands. It would look as
if I expected to cry. "
"I havo a happy thought," said the

bridesmaid. '1 Exchange shoes wit h me. "

"They won't fit. My feet uro two
sizes smaller than yours."

"Thanks, awfully. Haven't you ti
pair of your own Cinderollas?"

"Yes, I have," said tho bride, jump¬
ing up in ti hurry. "Your head is level,dear. Look in the pink hex in the chif¬
fonier, or in the blue one. Ob, they
Won't do, they're so awfully Roiled!"
"Get me some bread crumbs and a

Ikix of powder," said a practical soul in
tbo party, "(,»uick! I'll havo them white
in a jiffy."
"You're just dear," said the grateful

bride. "Now I shall feel that I am
properly married, and that everythinghas been doncoto insure my future hap¬
piness. Just ono tiling moro for luck:

" Hnrtlo a shoo
After mo.do."

When the bride descended the stairs
leaning on tho arm of GcorgO Edward,
tho sweet serenity of her face was a
subject of favorable comment. Her
friends felt that she was not entering
nnpreporod upon the future awaiting
her, and she felt that way herself..De¬
troit Free Press.

A DOCTOR'S YARN.

It In of Two Sintern Who Killed Their
Granclfathrr to Ease Hin ruin.

This is a bit of a true story a physi¬
cian told me tho other day, and it struck
mo as being the text, for a fascinating
story of the Sherlock Holmes sort. We
were talking of tho advisability of put¬ting hopelessly ill iicrsons out of their
misery as soon us possible. Dr. II. didn't
beliovo in it.
"I was asked to do it once, " ho said.

"Two sisters asked mo to kill their
grandfather, whom I WOS attending.He was old and could not recover. Theyseemed simply to pity his pain. I re¬
fused. Next morning when I called the-
man was dead. The nurse told me the
sisters bad sent her out on an errand.
When she returned tbo windows of the
sick room were open. There was a
strong odor of chloroform in tho room
and the man Mas dead."
"And what did yon do?" was asked.
"Nothing. Tho elder sister is now

under the caro of a specialist in nervous
diseases. She cannot sleep She will not
allow herself tobe alone a moment, and
she keeps the gas burning in her room
all night» I think sho will end in u
madhouse."

Isn't that ti priceless bit for some au¬
thor's notebook?.Washington Post.

Crnelty.
"Oh, dear," Robbed Mrs. Hnnni-

mune, "I knew it would come to this,
but I didn't oxpect it so soon. "

"Has your hnsbnnd been mistreating
you?" asked her visitor Koleronly.

"Y-yes," she sobbed. "He says I
want my own wny all the timo."
"And won't ho let yon have it?"
"That's tho worst of it. Ho says that

he doesn't caro if I have my own
w-way all tho time, b-but that I won't
make up my mind wh-what it is.".
Washington Star.

A Culinary Knrthqnalie.
Naturally many stories aro related of

the earthquake.
"I was frying eggs for an enrly break¬

fast," said otio housewife, "and one
side had cooked nicely, when the earth¬
quake came along aud just turned those
eggs over too nice for anything. And
just at tho right tinto too. ".Philadel¬
phia Call.

Whore the Shoe I'innhed.
"Ab, if I could sail through lifo with

yon, dear one, by my side, like yonder
yacht breasting the brine as she heels
to tho".
"But that's just the trouble, Augus¬

tus. You aren't well enough heeled,
papa says.".New York Recorder,


